Double Talkin’ Jive MF 


Author: thisisoutofourreach 
Bands: Guns N Roses 
Characters: Izzy Stradlin 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Mon May 25 2015 22:43:54 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


One 


Author's Notes: 
So | recently read that the opening line of Double Talkin Jive was written about a thing that Izzy saw. I've been 
freaking out for about two days solid. Here is the link to my original post of this fic. 


We had been practically living at the recording studio as of late. | mean, of course we went home at staggered 
intervals or went out to get smokes, food, booze or other so-to-speak product, but for the most part we 
stayed inside and geared down to finish writing and recording demos for this monster fucking album we'd been 
working on. Already it had been four years since Appetite's release and it was evident that unless we put a 
conscientious effort into this album and nothing but this album, there would be no album. It was hard, | will 
admit. | was having trouble devoting myself to it despite having done so much work for it. Or rather, | was 
having trouble devoting myself to the band. The album and the music | had no problem with. It was great as it 
always was.. But the band. The band was another matter. 


It had been a long time coming and almost destined to happen, | suppose. We got our first taste of fame and all 
of a sudden things were different. It wasn't necessarily an overnight thing, but it did happen fast enough that 


there was no time to transition from living couch-to-couch to living in one of our own houses. Like a whole 


house. My parents had bought their house when they were young and only just did they manage to pay it off 
about three years ago. And here we were just going and buying ourselves houses and cars fucking outright. It 


was crazy. 


You know what else was crazy though? The way that we'd all changed, not necessarily for the better either. | 
mean, | was clean. Been keeping away from Mr. Brownstone for a good while. Steven hadn't stopped and he'd got 
kicked out. | missed the fucker dearly and not just for his wise-ass pushing Axl's buttons. The new drummer 
we got wasn't all that great. | mean, Matt was a great guy. He was funny and he knew what he was doing 
behind that kit.. But | found his stuff boring. It was like we'd lost the groove that we'd had. Yeah, Steven had 
been problematic and his whole "sex, drugs and rock ‘n roll" thing was almost childish, but | feel like he had 
been what kept us afloat. Without him we were all just sort of doing our own thing instead of working 
together. In addition to Stevie's addiction getting out of control, it was like everyone got out of control. Axl was 
flighty as all fuck, spending copious amounts of time with his therapist and trying these "new" methods to 
manage his moods and whatever the hell else he was dealing with. He was shutting me out, so | didn't know the 
details. All | knew is that he was taking mass control and steering us all in his direction like the Indians did with 
buffalo. | could only hope and pray that it wouldn't have as bloody an ending. 


There were days where Duff would have to do all his work lying down on the floor because he'd literally drunk 
himself under the table. Slash was nearly as bad with the drink, but more so with fucking coke. | mean, he was 
snorting a couple lines even as | had been trying to talk to him about one of the songs I'd be sharing the duty 
of lead guitar on and that was what lead me to have to leave. | just got up, walked out and no one so much as 
looked up. They'd gotten used to it. l'd been in and out so often that it was just normal. | practically had one 
foot out the door as far as this project went, so | also think it was more of a method of keeping the peace 
and keeping me there long enough to finish for them not to say anything. They knew | was clean, even if they 
didn't understand it, and they knew | was pissed about the way they were still poisoning themselves. 


| decided to take a bag of trash out with me, seeing as it was my turn to do it later anyway, lighting up a 
cigarette just as | was opening the door to go out. | squinted hard against the sun that glared down at me as | 
stepped out. 


Immediately | felt like something was wrong. | couldn't explain it, but | knew it made my smoke taste sour and 
my stomach turn unpleasantly. Swallowing thickly, | trudged alongside the backing face of the studio and toward 
the garbage disposal. It was probably nothing. | mean, the sun was shining, the birds were chirping, the sound 
of children playing down the street filtered around through the fences, crows were cawing loudly by the 


dumpsters... 


| frowned at that, trying not to let that weird feeling continue. There were so many of them. | couldn't help 
but remember back to my childhood when my brother had excitedly told me that he'd learned at school that a 
flock of crows was called a murder. How we would both laughingly point at said flocks when going on trips in 
the car and exclaim "| just witnessed a murder! Someone call the police!" 


The crows all scattered as | got closer, their black wings beating the air as harshly as l'd started breathing. 
Evidently, | had disrupted their feast on trash. As their piercing complaints gradually got quieter and they 


settled a little further away, | couldn't help the chill that went up my spine as they stared, their beady little 
eyes glaring with the anger of something more than just a diaper left uneaten. | let my smoke hang from my 
lip and wiped my free hand on my pants, upset with myself that | was getting so worked up. They were just 

fucking birds. This was just the fucking dumpster. | needed to fucking chill 


| went up the little step ladder along the side of the dumpster so | could toss the bag of trash. | don't know 
why | didn't just throw the bag. | should have just thrown the fucking bag from ground level. Maybe if | had | 
wouldn't have had to see what | did. 


| dropped the bag in and went to climb back down, but something caught my eye as my gaze lowered. | paused, 
suddenly caught staring at this thing. 


It stared back at me. Hollow lifeless eyes all plucked out from the crows that had been ravaging the dumpster 
moments before. Tatters of flesh hung over the eye sockets of the skull that was otherwise still a face 
despite the tears in the skin and bugs that crawled over it. 


| couldn't move. | couldn't look away. | dropped my cigarette and it burned my fingers on the way down, but | 
still couldn't fucking look away. | vaguely saw more to it that just the head, | think it was a hand, but by the 
time | saw it | started to clue in to what | was staring at and was bowed over to the side and puking my 
fucking guts out. | heard the crows cawing again, some of the braver fuckers flying in and around me. My 
heart was pounding so hard and my head hurt. | took a couple heaving breaths and waited a couple seconds to 
see if I'd be sick again | spit before | peeked back at the morbid sight in the trash, feeling ill again as one of 
the crows pecked at the bloodless flesh at the base of the skull. There was no body to match the head and 
hands, but there was a fucking head and hands there. | wasn't imagining it. Okay. Great. 


Clutching my stomach and still feeling a little woozy, | hopped down off the ladder, sprinting back to the back 
door of the studio. The sound of kids playing in the distance haunted me as the sun seemed to peel the skin 


from my back. Nothing was okay anymore. 


| ran inside and up the stairs and only just managed to convince the guys to hide their shit so | could call the 
fucking cops. | wanted to keep what I'd seen to myself. | didn't want them to get curious and go and look.. But 
they did. They didn't believe me until | showed them. So Axl stood outside with me as Slash went into the 
dumpster to further investigate, being careful not to disrupt too much before the police showed up. Duff went 
in with Matt to hide the few rocks of cocaine that were undoubtedly sitting out on the table as well as any 


other evidence of the recreational drug use going down. 

| hadn't even been aware that | was shaking until | felt Axl put his hand on my shoulder. | also wasn't aware 
that I'd sunk down to squat on the ground until he was down there with me, petting my hair and saying all this 
shit that didn't make sense. 

‘Its okay, Izzy. Its okay. tll be fine." 


Its okay? Is it really? Some guy got the wrong end of fucking something and some asshole decided to not just 


mutilate the fuck out of him, but just carelessly leave the fucking evidence in plain sight. Who the fuck did 
that? | mean, I'd seen some pretty gnarly shit back in the day, but this was beyond fucked up. You didn't just 
leave heads in the fucking dumpster. God, what the hell was wrong with people? Had they just lost their touch? 
All sense of subtlety? Just what the fuck? 


'Izzy.. Just keep breathing. Its gonna be okay." 
"Izzy!" 


| must have blacked out. | don't remember anything after that point. 


A few weeks later we were playing at this show. Axl passed the mic over to me, saying he needed to go back 
for a drink. | thought for a minute we'd be doing Dust 'n Bones or some shit. But when the drums started up, | 


froze. Fuck. 


| still wasn't over what had fucking happened. Not by a long shot. Instead of managing like any normal person 
might have through therapy or starting back at my habit, I'd wrote a song about it. The cops, when they'd 
come that day, said that it was a deal gone bad. The head belonged to some kid that ran for a local dealer... 
They guessed that he'd tried to run off with all the drugs instead of dropping them off. It made sense. And it 
reminded me of the days before the band took off. The days where | had been a runner. The days where it 
very well could've been my fuckin’ head tossed in the trash for pulling some stupid shit like that. 


| got into the song, just trying to focus on moving my fingers as it got going. The crowd was fuckin loving it. It 
was heavy. Heavier than a lot of the other stuff on this album. It personally reminded me of our shit from 
Appetite. More raw and gritty than the songs like November Rain or Don't Cry.. The bassline kicked in and 
people lost their shit. 


Found a head and an arm in the garbage can 
Dont know why Im here 
Livin’ on the run for oh so long 


Í gotta go collect 


| saw Axl come running back up to share the mic with me, his hand on my back as though to offer a small 
comfort. People were loving it. A few kids up front had started a fucking mosh pit. | wondered if they knew 
what the song was even about. 


Double talkin’ jive 
Get the money motherfucker 


Cause | got no more patience 


Double talkin‘ 
Lies. 


No more patience man 


| swallowed hard and stepped back to go find another microphone as Axl took the one to go off toward the 
front of the stage. 


Back in town an‘ all new friends 
They sayin’ how ya been? 
Fucked up and outta place 
That's how | felt back then 


Double talkin’ jive 

Get the money motherfucker 
Cause | got no more patience 
Double talkin’ 


Lies. 


Slash's solo picked up and | lingered off to the side, the notes filtering through the air and chilling me to the 
bone. As the rest of the music died off and it left just Slash picking away at the strings of his guitar, | left 
the stage for a minute to get a drink. | needed a fucking shot just to deal. Only one though, | didn't want to 


over-do it. 


The images still fucking haunted me, but | guess I'd found a way to deal. 


